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THE THIRD NAPOLEON. 



i. 

Poet! graced by royal feeling 
With Britannia's laurel crown, 

Whose fair round — the light revealing 
Both of late and old renown — 

Yet shall shine with added splendour, 

Ere thy brows the gift surrender 

II. 

Poet! deal no more in fiction; 

Trick no hero of the brain; 
Measured verse, and gorgeous diction, 

Spent on Myths, are spent in vain. 
Look around. Behold the Real 
Far transcend thy loved Ideal. 
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THE THIRD NAPOLEON. 



III. 



Take a Boy, by birth connected 
With Imperial pomp and state, 

And describe him thence dejected 
By a thunderbolt of fate, 

Which — into his young House driven — 

Strews it to each point of heaven! 0) 

IV. 

Sing the youthful Outcast wandering 

Over lands that hold but foes; 
Yet where'er he wanders, pondering 

To his ills- a glorious close; 
One sad Spirit hovering o'er him, 
And a hero's path before him! 

V. 

Paint that path beset with peril — 

More attractive, so beset! 
Paint the ground it leads through, sterile — 

That, be sure, will blossom yet! 
Paint it dark— the night is breaking, 
And the dawn shall see a waking! 
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VL 



Sing him watching the first ray break 
Through yon clouds so thick and grim- 

Ah! that gleam is not the daybreak 
Which is yet to shine on him! 

That is but a meteor risen, 

And it lures him to a — prison! (2) 

VII. 

Sing him to a prison hurried, 
In the land be hoped to rule — 

All his schemes of grandeur buried 
With the Madman or the Fool. 

So the world, with bent distressful, 

Still thinks of the Unsuccessful! 

VIII. 

Sing him to a prison taken, 

And when Fear his life would claim, 
Lo! his Captor — awed and shaken 

By the spell-word of his Name — 
Spares it, — the damnation dreading 
Which would follow his blood-shedding! 
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THE THIRD NAPOLEON. 



IX. 



Paint him hoping still — though fettered; 

Still confiding — though immured; 
Heart, in every impulse, bettered; 

Mind, in every power, matured. 
Length of durance will but find him 
Fitter for the part assigned him. 

X. 

Paint his prison guarded slackly, 
And his fetters from him hurled — 

When a smoke-cloud rises blackly, 

And an Earthquake shakes the world. (&) 

How he watches that appearance! 

What beholds he at the clearance? 

XI. 

One proud Throne — his Captor's — shattered, 
Which seemed built for stable sway; 

One proud King, but last night flattered, 
Flying in disguise to-day; 

And a hundred eager Claimants 

For his Office — and its payments! 
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THE THIRD NAPOLEON. 



XII. 



Sing him Claimant too, as one who, 
Born a Prince, the land would serve; 

And, among his rivals, none who 
Touch, like him, the public nerve! 

How hath he each heart enraptured? 

By the word which saved him — captured! 

XIII. 

That same word — the Name bequeathed him 

By a Hero idolised — 
That Name hath as Victor wreathed him 

O'er a hundred Chiefs — despised! 
Millions call him forth to govern, 
And the Outcast stands — a Sovereign! 

XIV. 

Vain have been proscription— exile; 

Vain the brand on name and race; 
Monarch firm, and Monarch flexile, ( 4 ) 

Each resigns the destined place; 
He — the Banned and Banished — fills it: 
An exulting Nation wills it! 
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THE THIRD NAPOLEON. 



XV. 



Sing him hampered yet by factions, 
All of whom have tried — to fail; 

Yet who form disgraceful pactions 
To obstruct, annoy, assail; 

Men who — proud, pretentious, hollow — 

Can not lead, and will not follow ! 

XVI. 

One — not all — must be commander; 

Who shall loose the knotted cord? 
He — another Alexander — 

Boldly cuts it with his sword! 
Turn not from some blood, abhorrent — 
That slight stream hath saved a torrent! ( 5 > 

XVIL 

Sing him Power Imperial wielding, 

Not as one to empire born; 
"" ' '\e toiling millions shielding, 

om a king by birth might scorn. 

>r, kings! the favoured classes — 

Monarch of the Masses! 
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XVIII. 



Paint him now as busied only 
For their weal in councils grave: 

But his halls — shall they be lonely? 
Shall the fair not bless the brave? W 

Lo! a more than Poet's Vision 

Turns his bowers to bowers Elysian! (?) 

XIX. 

Paint him generous, not forgetting 

How a captive he had lain; 
And a glorious Chieftain setting W 

Free from an unworthy chain. 
Bound by craven fears he finds him — 
Fearless Clemency unbinds him! 

XX. 

Sing him — heir to war and glory — 
Slighting glory gained by war; 

Coveting, for laurels gory, 

Bloodless palm-wreaths — fairer far; 

Marshalling — a moral Movement; 

Heading armies — of Improvement! 
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10 THE THIRD NAPOLEON. 

XXI. 

Objects noble! But his subjects, 
Madly fond of fame in arms, 

Will they find those noble objects 
Clothed, to them, with equal charms? 

Can he, while such dreams disturb them, 

Curb — and yet not seem to curb — them? 

XXII. 

Aye! — Before that powerful spirit, 
And that firm, determined will, 

Each war-bias they inherit, 

Shrinks, discouraged — and is still. 

Valotjb, till the time's expedient, 

Sheaths his half-drawn blade — obedient! 

XXIII. 

Sing him thus triumphant — wanting 
But one spell to fix his sway; 

And his wondrous Fortune granting 
That too, in her wondrous way — 

War which, waked in distant regions, 

Gratifies his martial legions; 
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THE THIRD NAPOLEON. 11 



XXIV. 



War — to rescue from oppression 
Weak states, overborne by strong; 

War — to cKeck unjust aggression, 
Help the Right, and crush the Wrong; 

War — to spill men's blood like water, 

Waged for Ends that hallow Slaughter! 

XXV. 

Sing him in that War a Leader, 

Prompt, for those high Ends, to strike ;- 

Then, concluding, bid thy reader 
Show, in tale or song, his Like! 

Proudly for thy Hero claim him, 

And The Third Napoleon name him! 
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NOTES. 



(1). The fell of Napoleon I. 

(2). Louis Napoleon's capture and imprisonment under Louis Philippe. 

(3). The French Revolution of 1848. 

(4). Charles X. and Louis Philippe. 

(5). Severity, in revolutionary tumults, is often true mercy. A single word 
spoken by Louis Philippe to his general, might have saved his throne, and 
prevented the butchery which took place in the streets of Paris only three 
months afterwards; compared with which the blood-shed of the coup detai 
was as nothing. 

(6). " None but the brave deserves the fair." — Dryden. 

(7). The Emperor's marriage with one of the most beautiful women 
in Europe. 

(8.) Abd-el-Kader, the hero of Lord Maidstone's fine poem. 
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SONGS OF THE WAR. 



HELP FOR THE INFIDEL. 



Help for the Infidel! 

Help for the Turk! 
Why in one bosom 

Should prejudice lurk? 
Oh, judge not by creeds, 

Be they false, be they true; 
But judge ye of men 

By the actions they da 
Grant the throne of the Sultan 

An Infidel throne; 
Yet he seeks not another's— 

Would keep but his own. 
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14 S0N0S OF THE WAK. 

And if ye see the Guiltless 

By Guilt overcome, 
Go, vaunt of your Faith — 

On your Manhood be dumb! 

Help for the Infidel! 

Help for the Turk! 
The Russ hath his myriads 

For Slaughter's foul work. 
Those myriads are marching: — 

Forth, army and fleet! 
By land and by water 

Yon Freebooter meet! 
The Right's with the Turk, 

And the Might's with the Russ; 
But be Right, Oh my Countrymen, 

Sacred with us! 
Let us rush to the combat 

This outrage requires, 
Nor give our Sons reason 

To blush for their Sires! 
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SONGS OF THE WAR. 15 

BRING OUT THE OLD WAR-FLAG! 

I. 

Bring out the old War-flag! Long, now, it has lain, 

Its folds — rich with glory — all piously furled; 
And the hope of our heart was, that never again 

Should we see it float forth in the wars of the world. 
For still we remembered the blood, and the tears, 

Both real — for sight, not imagined — for song, 
That dimmed e'en its triumphs through many dark years, 

When it waved in the battles of Right against Wrong! 

II. 

But down with regrets! or leave them to our foes, , 

Whose outrage forbids us at peace to remain — 
And up with it now from its honoured repose, 

'Mid the cheers of the people that cheer not in vain! 
They cheer to behold it once more coming forth, 

The weak to defend from the sword of the strong; 
For— true to its fame — the old flag of the north 

Will but wave in the battles of Right against Wrong! 
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16 SONGS OF THE WAR. 



III. 



Take, warriors of Freedom, the flag we bestow, 
To be shortly unfurled at the trumpet's wild breath! 

We give it you stainless; and Britons, we know, 
Will bring it back stainless, or clasp it in death! 

But why talk of death, save of death to our foes, 
/ When ye meet them in conflict — too fierce to be long? 

O! safe is the War-flag, confided to those 
Who fight in the battles of Right against Wrong! 
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SONGS OF THE WAK. 17 



THE DEPARTURE OF THE TROOPS. 

I. 

Strong of hand, and brave of heart, 
Saw ye not our troops depart? 
Might I live for ages yet, 
Ne'er shall I the scene forget! 
There they stood, as leave they took, 
English Men in heart and look; 
Feeling — loath to show they felt; 
Melting — yet ashamed to melt! 

II. 

Hands were stretched loved hands to clasp — 
They shall soon give different grasp! 
In their hearts regret was strong — 
Others shall regret ere long! 
Gloom bedimmed each visage proud — 
Deeper gloom the foe shall shroud! 
Tears, a few, they failed to stem — 
Tears of blood shall pay for them! 
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18 SONGS OF THE WAR. 



III. 

Proudly wept the high-souled wife, 
Sending forth her lord to strife; 
Softer fell the sister's tear, 
Bringing out her brother's spear; 
Noble grew the maiden's manner, 
As she spread her lover's banner, 
Bidding him, as that was borne, 
Win her love, or win her scorn! 



X 



IV. 

Rudely wrenched from ties like these, 
What to them are winds and seas? 
Doomed such inward pangs to feel, 
What to them are lead and steel? 
Marched to battle, men like them 
Fate will brave and force contemn; 
Bearing high, through flood and flame, 
Britain's flag, and Britain's name ! 
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THE BATTLES OF THE BALTIC. 



The ice on the Baltic was thick and hard, 

And the Emperor found it his best coast-guard ; 

For it girdled his shores with a frozen belt, 

Which not even Napier's fire could melt; 

And he laughed to think what a long time yet 

Must the grim old Admiral fume and fret ! 

And the Czar was right — it had fretted him much 

That the foe was yet safe from his ' Nelson-touch ' ; 

For a Nelson still leads our ocean-wars, 

And his seamen still fight in our matchless tars ! 

II. 

But the Spring-sun shone, and the Spring-gale blew, 
And the ice dissolved as«they flared and flew ; 
The Baltic, through all her gulphs, was free, 
And on went the flag of the lords of the sea ! 
— Heard ye the thunder that boomed o'er the flood ? 
Saw ye the wave that rolled purple with blood ? 



Digitized by 



Google 



20 80NG8 OF THE WAJL 

Ask not whose blood on the wave was flung ; 
Ask not whose knell in the thunder rung ; 
For a Nelson still leads our ocean-wars, 
And his seamen still fight in our matchless tars ! 

IIL 

Did ye not mark, O souls of those 

Who battled, in life, with our Island's foes* 

Did ye not mark — from your clouds — with pride, 

The deeds of your Sons on the Baltic's tide? 

Did ye not feel- — as ye witnessed then 

Our Napier directing the storm of men, 

While the ships of the foe went down in the sea, 

Or crumbled their forts to the guns of the free — 

That a Nelson still leads our ocean-wars, 

And his seamen still fight in our matchless tars ! 
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OMAR PASHAW. 



Defiant of right, and regardless of truth, 

The Emperor sent his wild hordes to the Pruth. 

€t Too sick for long life, and too feeble for wax, 

The Turk now must yield to us !" cried the proud Czar. 

st Ho ! forward to Stamboul,* with banners unfurled, 

And seat me at once on the throne of the world !" 

And himself seated thereon, in fancy, he saw — 

But he knew not, or thought not, of Omar Pashaw ! 

But Omar Pashaw hath assembled the Turk, 

And hath marched to the field with his heart in the work. 

To him the broad Danube appeared but a rill, 

And o'er it he leaped like a deer of the hill. 

And a deer the foe deemed him, perchance, in their path; 

But he sprung on their vanguard — a Lion in wrath ! 

And, waiting no second salute from his paw, 

They scampered, like jackals, from Omar Pashaw ! 

* Constantinople. 
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22 SONGS OF THE WAR. 

Wroth, wroth grew the Despot " What I foiled in our will ? 
Then crush them with numbers — no mercy — but kill !" 
" Oh see !" cried brave Omar, " they bury their dead ; 
Their wounded they bear to the tent and the shed ; 
And while they are busied in yon pious work, 
Not a shot shall be fired !" Is this man, then, a Turk ? 
Oh, actions — not creeds ! Let us judge by that law, 
And where is the Christian like Omar Pashaw ? 

Yet Omar Pashaw had but few at his side, 

And the succours, long promised, were still unsupplied; 

He all but despaired, — when they neared him at length, 

And, his arm from that certainty gaining new strength, 

He turned him to reap a fall harvest of fight, 

As the sickles of England and France came in sight — 

For the gay Gallic cheer, and the British hurrah, 

Sent joy through the bands of brave Omar Pashaw ! 
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SONGS OF THE WAR. 23 

THE BATTLES OF THE DANUBE. 

I. 

Young violets, rife on the Danube, 

Bloomed sweet in the sunshine of morn; 
But a shower, soon after, descended, 

That tarnished the tints they had borne ! 
It was not the soft rain from heaven, 
That falls but to cherish and save; 
O! the shower, so lavishly given, 

Was the blood — the heart's blood— of the brave! 
For there, where the violets blossomed in light, 
Raged wide the encounter of nations in fight; 
And there, when the carnage was ended by night, 
Lay more of crushed hopes — that at morn had bloomed bright — 
Than of violets crushed on the Danube! 

II. 

; Four standards were reared on the Danube — 

The Czar's, in presumption unfurled, 
That had challenged the monarchs of Europe 

To fight for the throne of the world, 
Stood alone with its myriads around it, 

And looked a full match for the three; 
But the three stood for Right, and they found it 

The strength of their muster to be! 
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24 SONGS OF THE WAR. 

And the Lion of England tossed proudly his mane, 
And the Eagle of France whet his beak — not in vain! 
And the Osmanli's Moon — which had been in the wane — 
Seemed now to enlarge and to brighten again, 
As it rose by their side on the Danube! 

III. 

Then met the two hosts on the Danube — 
They met as two thunder-clouds meet, 
The lightning far-flashing around them, 

The earth rocking under their feet! 
And with every new peal of the thunder 
Men pressing, by thousands, the plain; 
And the earth, as their feet it rocked under, 
Receiving the warm blood for rain! 
Now joy to the lands in oppression that groan! 
Those thunders shall shake — not the Danube alone, 
But be felt by each serf, and each serf-holding throne; 
For this struggle, which Liberty claims as her own, 

Shall spread round the world from the Danube! 



Note. — The parts here ascribed to the British lion and the Gallic Eagle are, 
as yet, imaginary. The Crescent has stood alone on the Danube, and brightly 
has it blazed. 
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